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Night was approaching j, little Peleggentle wife and feeble son for his food, Jane, a chap that'll just suit you. He.!Go! Feel what I bayfe Felt. '

'A yooh who wi told tht id wm almoat
H BwiomiDlM U hi bat- -4 to (koboita flrioki.
frrot th foUoiring tooohinj tnd MmiW nnv

Got f.l wbtJhr. felt, ),l ; r. f i Mm?
Got bM wht I hr born i i .1

BinK 'neiLb a blow a fariier daalt,
A '

" And lha'eold, proad world' team I "'
,

i
Thua itroggle oa from jraar to yaar, (

'i Thjr aola tvltef th Maldma iar. '
" .1 ! t ' ' '. J

' ij'il I

Go ! waop ai I liava wept, .

) W ,0r lal nihwi fall j ai-t-- '-n ). '

, . ;8a erary uhariahad pron lita awpt- -
:

'
' Vouth't ivraetani tnrnad tb fall :,'

t Hapa'a fad ad flawan atrawa all tha way
That laadt thaa up to wonian'adajr. i ., i

Go t kntal aa Ihava knalt '
' Implore, baMecli, and pray, ,

. Btriva, the boaotted heart M omII, '"' ':
Tha downward aoaraa to atk; . ; .,

"i Ba entt with bluer carta uida "
, , , ' Thj pr-- fta barlaaqaad thy taan defied. .'.

' ' y
Go I a'anj where I hare aiood,' 'y '

,

. ri.l't Anditae the ttrant man bor .: t

With jnajhiog laatlr, lipl bathed in bk l
Vi; s 'Aadeoldand lirid brow;
. r

' Oo I oa tub hie waalenng glance, aa4 aea

Oo! hear what I hara heard ,'
'' The aobaof aad deinair ' .

Aa aaemery feeling fount hath atlrrad,
And it ravaalinica there ,. '

-- J'l ': Rare told him what he might hare been,.' '

iia no t(e dnaitard'e late wraaan. , , ,

'!; B te thy wether', lldi,;. '; 'f
.

t. ... And her erneb'd aplrit eheer !',;,; '

'.' 'Thine en deep anguiah bide t t
-- l irii' Wipe ftoaa her ohaek the tea i

i : Mark her aHmn'd ere ber fnrrow'd brawi ,

" '""The ray (hat UatiVr dark hair no
7 ,7 Her Crarae her tteiuliliag limb

And trace the ruin bank to bin :' '
. ''2 Whete pvl'd ftitb i "'- - ' ' "

S.i.i j 'Jihi irnilf to the daadlr euot
,, i ,Aad led ber down from lore and .lieht,-

From all that nade her path war brunt.
lAnd obain'd her there 'mid want and (trite,
That lowly thing adrankard'a wife I

; And itamp'd on childhood', brow ao mild,
That Withering blight a drnnkard'i child I

'

;
' h (' ,' i': ;i v i if)

Go ! hear, and , and fool, and know,
' AH that my ton) hath felt and known,

Then look within the wine enp'i glw
fee f its brigbtneu ean atone ; ,

.Think, if its flavor yon would try, ;l ' ' ' '

Jf all proclaimed, 'Tl drink and dial,

Tell net bate the bol-- J ! i i

i Hate is a feeble word ,,,!.,, , .f'i' I hntb, abhor my rery toul ' '

Uy stronr di"KUH it ttirrM, m'i
Whene'er I ace, or hear, or tell .

i Of thoe, dark eererage of Hall l : - '

i ' ' ' ' ' ' Prom the rational Temperance Offering
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" 'chapter
.(,,.., I i TH CHfilSTJJAS StJPPER. '' '

PKLfeW-i-- A; homely name for a
homely boy,; but a boy as1 good as he
was homely .'' Peleg JJrowfi, or as the
school boys j tauntingly1 called him,
became his' complexion was

' nearly
the color of a hazer-hut- ,' Brown Peleg,

' was1 the only son of a" worse than
' widowed' woman, who ' lived . Jri an
' hnmble' dottage on. the butsWrls of , a
tillage situate '

tij)on"( the romantic
; stream;1 Kishacoqmllas, a Pennsylva-'ni- a

tributary td the noblV Juniata.' '
' i; Petegs rnothei'-dj- ie 'of those gen--

" tie 'women, ' who seem only able to
Ihold,iHfelr,lri fts s'unshiiie-a'spect- s but
whdse experience is a'n evidence that

3 they hfe'latent'strength for cloud and
'( Btoritt-w- as worse1 than widowed, be--

nsatafe he husbarid,j6hiBroWri,had,for
feveAl year?; beeri a Confirmed drun-

kard, dependent upon the efforts of his

prepared to quit work for the( day.
His "job' was not finished, but he
sent a modest request into the house'
that, as it was Christmas, he might
be paid for what he had done ; pro
mising to come on the morrow and
complete his work. His request was
granted, and he was carefully placing
the hard earned sixpences in the poc
ket of his ragged jacket, when a young
lacry crossed tne yara lowaras, mm
ft was Jane ; who had determined to
do, something for the drunkard's boo',

which would cause wm,' to lorgei
Frank's harshness.' and 'remember
that Christmas with pleasure, ' f '

" She spoke kindly to Peleg, and told
him he must not think hard of what
her brother had said. He ' was - a
thoughtWa boy. ' !: "; V ; '' f "
'"I did'nt Only for a momentj kind

lady," said Peleg, " I knoW he doesn't
feel what it is to be a drunkard's son'.

I am a poor boy, but I've got a good
mother, and I love her."
) 44 You! are a good boy," said jane,
" stay here a moment, 1 havo some-
thing to send your mother."

Peleg put down his saw-buc- and y

wtit tiie Jppeurca kgftievJbniiKj,
basket, which! was carefully, covered,
and which Peleg found to be heayy1,
when Jane put it into his hand,: sayi-
ng,-. ; ;!' ''' ;

Carry this to your motherl and
tell her it is from Jane Pridare." ',

, ". We are not beggars," was, on
Peleg'S lip, but Jane smiled upon him
so sweetly, he could not bmv it. Thank-
ing her with a tone which made her
heart thrill, he bid her good evening,
and rah homeward. He had worked
hard, and he was tired; he carried his
wood-sa- and buck and a heavy bas-
ket, but the remembrance of Jane's
smile' was warm in his heart, and he
walked not "a step until he reached
his mother's cottage. ' '

,

- He was gladly received joyfully
welcomed, and the basket was quickly
opened. There nicely and carefully
packed, .w&s an assortment of delica-
cies such as Peleg had sever partaken
of, and such as his mother had not
been for many years. '

The ; mother prepared the Christ-

mas' supper in the neatest style her
meagerly furnished house would allow,
and, when Peleg had. dressed himself
in bis , Sabbath-schoo- l suit,1 they eat
down,to8uch a repast as had: never
been-fiate- in that cottage There
was hut one. thing wanting to com-
plete comfort the husband anda ftker
could not partake .with mother land
son. Ue wa4 at the village grog-sho- p,

and he did not come: home till' long
after Peleg: had recited his lessons to
his motherland was dreaming Of Jane
Pridare. '

. .r;7,-- o :
fThe wife iad. left for'the husband
a (portion of the Chr34maa .sapper In
the mosttomptihg rnanner;ahei could
prepare it, but he waa ia no mood .'for

delicacies ' uHe threw himself upon,
bis couch-f-elep- t iho sleep oTi drua-kar- d,

and was away from the. cottage
again as soon as' it waai light; seeking
his bitters.

is sawing wood on Christmas to get a
pie. at night. 'Ain't he a character

What character," inquired the
father, catching the last words, "come
Frank, what mischief have you been
ftp to now r -- '

Nothing,1 Pa," returned the boy.
"only 1 had been out to see my pony,
when I found a character in the yard

the son of drunksrd Brown Is saw-

ing our 'wood, and, I had some fun
with him." " - - v

You' did not make fun of hiS mis
fortunes,;! hopejny 6on,' Jsaid hls

": - - )imother. ;'"'
, ",JffK, mamma," Treturned 'PranTr;,

" I Only laughed, at him a little for
having to .saw-wdq- d oh' Christmsa,
and. being'content with a nice pie at

'; ' 'night.".
:' " That'was naughty,, Frank,", said
Jane.

T . , '"" --
'

" Come,' come; Jane," interrupteJ
the father, "let Frank have his sport

morrow. But, Frank, you must not
asiiociate with drunkard's, sons and
wood - sawyers'. It. is had' enough to
have on$ in the-famil- given' to such

- it5 ist aCbtiiiiOti Wja liiLCLiuwU &3

a reprimand to Jane. She felt it, and
left the parlor., As she walked to her
own, room, the, tears started jn her
eyes, and her heart said, ' Why does
not father love me 1 ' He tells me I
am homely. He says Frank is his
only pride ; but I love father, thoueh
he never does call me Pet. ..I'm sure
if I do associate with drunkard's child
ren it's not to disobey Pa, but it is
because I love to see them have some-
thing goo 1 to eat, and wear. Ma loves
for this, and other people say I am
good. Why does not Pa love me?"

Again, and ngain she asked herself
this question, and still she, could find
no answer, but, that she was a homely
in, and frank was, a handsome boy.
Ihe did not feel that her father was a
rortdly man-r-on- e whose heart was

on houses, and lands, and stocks, and
bills ;that he loved Frank because be
was .fine looking, and, what the parent
was pleftsed to term, a "sharp" boy
that he expeoted, him to snsiain the
credit of the house of Pridare & Co.,

and that he had nothing to expect of
J anet because she was not only home
ly, but seemed to have no joy m the
society, o( the rich and proud who vis-

ited hia house would rather, even
when it stormed, carry, a basket of
clothing around to the poor children
in the neighborhood, than sit in the
parlor and play the piano for. visitors.
Frank .. laughed at Jane for , these

vwhim'iie loved the dashing com- -

that visited his father's house
Eany,

well pleased when his father
allowed hirn to sit dowa with ; the
Droud visitors to a rich supper, and
'drink the, choice wipe which; flowed

freely around the Doara.,t oometimes
his mothe thought he took tooAmuoh
wine, but the father said, , - .!..,

" Kp.' It don't hurt him. .He's of
the real Pridare, stock.- - He knows

what good wihe is, and it is good for

Utlll.

raiment, and shelter, as well as for
the means, ' obtained through force
and stealth, by which ' be purthased
at thillage grog-shop- , the' numerous
drims that rendered his wife a qr'ea-tur- K

of sorrow, and his son, a youth
shunned and forsaken' by the( boy of
nis age. , . , , . ,

It was Chnstfnas.- - a holiday to
most boyS- - but. a day of labor to
Pelew. Brown. With .his saw - buck
updn his shoulder and his wood-sa- w

under his arm, Peleg trudged through
the isnow, from oneliouse to another,
seeking a job. A pile of wood in
front of the mansion of one. of ' the
wealthiest men of the village attracted
his attention,' and he 'begged, the pri-
vilege of sawing it intd proper stove-length-

He was told that he might
carry it intd the back yard,1 saw it,
and. pile t n. the wood house, .' It Was

a'good job!', Peleg was. a small boy,
but he thought how many' 'comforts
.he might buy; his mother with .ihe
money the job would bring him, ftnd,
with a cheerful heart, ania. a willing
hand, he, went to work. ' Noon 'came
and he sat down oh his Saw-buc- k to
eat his fruijal Christmas dinner1.' It

Hu.iica iiuu iae tops oi the 'houses,
fell upon Peleg, "until he1 looked as if
he were a miller's apprentice, butf he
heeded not the snow or the cold, and
was hurrying with his repast, that he
might have the more time to work,
when he found nimselt face to tace,
with a handsome, well-dres- sed boy,
about his own age, but of much larger
size, who said to him :

r . ", r
,J

' " Halloa, little fellow, : how Jrriuch
did you have to spend for Christmas?"

"1 had nothing sir," honestly ans-

wered Peleg, somewliat astonished at
the abrupt question, " but if 1 work
well to-da- mother 'will make' rne a
nice pie when I go horae.'' ' ', ' R

Ha, ha,M cried the well dressed
boy'' work on Christmas and get a
nice pie for it. You're a little unfor
tunate. Where do you live J. ,

This was said with an air, as the
speaker regarded Peleg-a,- ' curiosity ;

but releg was too nonest to notice
such irony, and he answered frankly,

" i live ia i,iio iiuie tiouse uacit ot
the church On the common".1

' Oh 1 ho I then 'you're the soot of
drunken tfrownk , Ilo , wonder ..you
don t have any money to: spend ,on
Christmas. w

bad three dollars my
father
'

ain't a drunkard " , j j J j'.'

Peleg was hurtsorely hurthut
ne inpugn 01 nis moiner ana, utterea
no retort. ,

' He
7
made ' his saw run

glibly through the wood, and paid no
attention to the careless, boy that had
taunted him. When he turned around
o get another stick of, wood to lay

upon hia buckle nptice;I that 19 tor
'mentor was gone. j ...1(

This boy; was the only son of' the
merchant jor, whom Pelej was sawing
wood, j When he Ief( the, yard he ran
into the, jajflor,'))hr ', hUnjotheir,'
fatherfc anpy sistfif; were sitting, and
maronrag up ;io,uie latfer.j ne,r&u

" There s a character in the yard,


